

    
        
          The Invitation The next day.

        

        
        
          Cian Lancashire and C Lancashire

        

        
          Published by Cian Lancashire, 2026.

        

    


	The Invitation

The next day.

 

The private room was already thumping, bodies moving in the dim light, music pulsing through the floor. Jake's friend found them quickly, pulling them into the circle of celebration, introducing them around with sweeping gestures. Then Lien stepped through the doorway. She was small, barely five feet with the compact, powerful build of someone who had spent years folding her body into impossible shapes. Her black hair was cut short, framing delicate features and dark eyes that seemed to take in everything at once. She wore simple clothes, dark jeans, a silk camisole but on her, they looked like couture. "Lien was on the national team," someone explained as she approached with a quiet smile. "Gymnastics. Now she does... what do you do again, Lien?" "Physical therapy," she said, her voice soft, accent barely perceptible. "Helping people move again."

She was stunning not in the overt way Camila commanded a room, but in something quieter, more precise. Every gesture was controlled, economical. When she shook Jake's hand, her grip was firm, her eyes meeting his, directly before moving to the others, cataloguing, assessing. The evening progressed. Drinks flowed champagne, then cocktails, then shots that burned going down. The group stuck together at first, but gradually drifted, mingling, dancing, reconvening in pockets of laughter and whispered plans.

Mia found herself in the bathroom around midnight, touching up her lipstick in the mirror, the alcohol humming pleasantly in her veins. The door opened behind her Lien, entering with the same quiet grace she brought to everything. "Hi," Mia said, her voice slightly thicker than she intended. "Hi," Lien replied, moving to the sink. They stood side by side for a moment, the silence not uncomfortable but charged, the way silence becomes when two people are aware of each other. Mia turned, emboldened by the drinks, by the night's erotic energy still lingering from the morning. "Lien," she said softly.

The smaller woman turned, and Mia stepped close, close enough to smell her perfume, something clean and citrus. She reached out, her hand light on Lien's waist, and pulled her into a hug that started friendly but lingered too long, her body pressing in, her lips finding the curve of Lien's neck. Lien gasped a sharp intake of breath, her body stiffening then softening for just a fraction of a second. Mia felt it, felt the possibility, and traced her fingertips down Lien's side, over the hard muscle of her gymnast's body, following the line of her ribs, her hip. She pulled back just enough to see Lien's eyes, dark and wide, and leaned in, her mouth brushing tenderly against lips that were soft and slightly parted.

For a moment, Lien didn't pull away. For a moment, Mia felt her response, felt the slight pressure back, the hitch in her breathing. Then Lien stepped back, her hand coming up not pushing, just creating space. "No," she said gently. "I'm sorry. I can't." Mia stood frozen, arousal flooding through her despite the rejection, her nipples hard against the thin fabric of her dress, the heat between her thighs sudden and demanding. She watched Lien move to the door, pause, look back with something like regret. "Don't worry," Lien said softly. "It's okay. Really." Then she was gone, and Mia was alone, trembling, her body screaming for release while her mind reeled. She waited, breathing deep, her fingers itching to slide beneath her waistband, to finish what Lien had started. But she forced herself to wait, to cool, until she could walk without her arousal obvious to everyone in the club. When she emerged, she found Lien by the bar, chatting easily with another guest as if nothing had happened. Mia approached, her cheeks flushed, and leaned in close. "I'm sorry," she whispered. "I misread. I shouldn't have"

Lien turned, her expression kind, untroubled. "It's okay," she repeated, her hand briefly touching Mia's arm. "Don't worry. Really." The words were gentle, but final. Mia found the others, whispered what happened, and saw the competitive spark ignite in their eyes. Sarah tried next, approaching Lien by the balcony where she stood alone, looking out at the city lights. She used her charm, her wit, her body pressed close against the railing, her hand trailing down Lien's arm. Lien smiled, laughed at Sarah's jokes, but when Sarah leaned in, she turned her cheek, offered a friendly hug instead. "You're lovely," Lien said. "But no." By now Lien had realised this was just a game to them, which really ticked her off. Mia was genuine but Sarah, nope!

Camila tried her power, her presence, cornering Lien near the DJ booth with the confidence that had conquered rooms full of people. She didn't touch, not at first just spoke, low and intimate, describing exactly what she could do, what she wanted to do, the pleasure she could give. Lien listened, her expression curious, almost amused. When Camila finally reached out, her hand confident on Lien's hip, the smaller woman simply removed it, gently but firmly. "Not interested," she said. "But thank you." What kind of people are these she thought to herself. They are so childish and immature.

Jake tried last, approaching with his most disarming smile, his most sincere eyes. He offered to get her a drink, asked about her work, listened with genuine interest as she described helping athletes recover from injury. He was charming, attentive, his hand brushing hers as he passed her the cocktail. Lien accepted the drink, accepted the conversation, but when he suggested finding somewhere quieter to talk, she shook her head. "You're sweet," she said. "And your friends are... persistent. But I'm not looking for this tonight. Maybe not ever with your... arrangement." They regrouped by the bar, the four of them, nursing their drinks and their bruised egos. "She's immune," Mia said, still flushed, still aching. "She's discerning," Camila corrected, but there was respect in her voice. "She's perfect," Sarah sighed. Jake watched Lien across the room, laughing with the birthday boy, moving through the party with that gymnast's grace, untouchable and serene. "Some people," he said, "are just meant to be admired from a distance." They stayed until the lights came up, dancing with each other, with strangers, finding their pleasure in what they had rather than what they couldn't capture. As they filed out into the night, Lien caught Mia's eye across the room and smiled a real smile, warm and unguarded.

Mia smiled back, the ache still there but softened now, transformed into something like appreciation. "Next time," Camila murmured, her arm around Mia's waist, "we'll find someone who wants to be caught." They walked into the night, four shadows merged into one, already hungry for whatever came next. The rejection had stung more than Camila cared to admit. She was unaccustomed to being turned down, to having her power met with polite indifference. As the group moved toward the exit, she lingered near the bar, finishing her drink, her pride smarting.

That's when she noticed him. He was older silver threading through his dark hair; lines etched around eyes that watched the room with the patience of someone who had seen every variation of this scene play out a hundred times before. He wore a tailored suit, no tie, the collar open. William, she would learn his name was. A friend of the birthday boy's father. Recently divorced. Quietly wealthy. Their eyes met across the room, and something passed between them recognition, perhaps. Two predators acknowledging each other. "Your friends are leaving," he said, approaching with a glass of scotch in hand. "Let them," Camila replied, her voice dropping to that register that usually commanded. "I'm not finished." William smiled, and it transformed his face from merely handsome to devastating. "Neither am I."

She told the others she was taking a taxi, catching a ride with someone. They exchanged glances, surprised, but understanding. This was part of their arrangement, their freedom. They kissed her goodbye, each in turn, and she watched them pile into a car before sliding into the backseat of a black sedan beside William. His apartment was in a converted warehouse downtown, all exposed brick and floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the river. Camila expected to take charge, to push him against the door, to drop to her knees, to demonstrate exactly why she was unforgettable.

 

But William had other plans. The door had barely closed when he turned to her, his hand rising to cup her jaw with a gentleness that made her breath catch. "May I?" he asked, his thumb tracing her lower lip. Camila nodded, uncertain, off-balance in a way she hadn't felt in years. He kissed her slowly, deeply, unhurried. His hands moved over her body not with the desperate hunger she was used to, but with deliberate reverence unwrapping her dress like a gift, his palms warming her skin as he exposed it. When she reached for his belt, he caught her wrist, gentle but firm. "Not yet," he murmured against her neck. "Let me."

He led her to the bedroom, the space minimal and masculine, the bed wide and dressed in linen that smelled of cedar. Camila stood before him, naked, her cock jutting hard against her stomach, and waited as William undressed himself with the same unhurried precision. He was fit for his age, lean muscle and silver hair on his chest, his own arousal thick and proud. But when he approached her, it was not to submit. He guided her onto the bed, pressing her back against the pillows, and settled between her legs with a confidence that spoke of experience. He took her into his mouth slowly, worshipfully, his tongue tracing every vein, every ridge, his hands cradling her hips, her thighs, touching her everywhere with a tenderness that made her ache.

Camila had spent years being the one in control, the one who gave pleasure on her terms. To be undone like this, to be tended to with such care, was disorienting. She found her hands in his hair, not guiding, just holding on, her breath coming in soft gasps as he brought her to the edge and backed away, again and again, until she was trembling, begging, her usual dominance stripped away completely. "Please," she heard herself whisper, the word foreign in her mouth. "William, please" He rose over her, his body covering hers, and kissed her deeply, tasting of her own arousal. "Turn over," he commanded, his voice soft but undeniable.

Camila obeyed. She rolled onto her stomach, then lifted onto her knees at his gentle pressure, presenting herself in a way she rarely did. She heard the snap of a cap, felt the cool slick of lubricant, and then his hands were on her spreading her, preparing her with patient, circling pressure that made her moan into the pillows.

When he entered her, it was slowly, inch by inch, his chest pressed against her back, his mouth at her ear. "You're beautiful," he whispered, his voice rough with restraint. "So beautiful like this. So open." He began to move, his strokes long and deep, hitting places inside her that made her see stars. One hand reached beneath her, wrapping around her cock, stroking her in time with his thrusts. The dual sensation being filled, being touched, being claimed was overwhelming. Camila's fingers dug into the sheets, her back arching to meet him, to take him deeper. William's rhythm was relentless but unhurried, building gradually, each thrust deliberate, designed to maximize her pleasure. He shifted his angle, finding her prostate, and Camila cried out, her whole-body jerking as pleasure flooded through her in waves. "That's it," William coached, his voice strained now, his own control fraying. "Let go, Camila. Let me have you."

She did. She let go of everything the need to perform, to dominate, to be anything other than exactly what she was in this moment: vulnerable, open, his. The orgasm built slowly, unlike anything she'd experienced, a deep, rolling wave that started in her core and radiated outward, consuming her entirely. "William" she gasped, her body tightening around him, her cock pulsing in his fist. "Together," he promised, his thrusts becoming harder, faster, losing their perfect control. "Come with me, Camila. Now." They crashed over the edge as one, Camila spending herself across the sheets in thick, endless pulses, her body milking William as he buried himself to the root and spilled inside her, hot and deep, his groan of release mingling with her cry. He collapsed over her, his weight welcome, his arms wrapping around her to hold her close as they both trembled through the aftershocks.

They lay like that for long minutes, joined, breathing hard, William's lips pressing soft kisses to her shoulder, her neck. When he finally withdrew, it was with the same gentleness, cleaning them both with a warm cloth, pulling her against his chest as he settled onto his back. Camila rested her head on his shoulder, her hand on his chest, feeling his heart slow. She felt... quiet. Sated in a way that went beyond the physical. "Surprised?" William asked, his fingers tracing lazy patterns down her spine. "Yes," she admitted, smiling against his skin. "I expected to dominate you." "I know," he said, his voice warm with amusement. "But sometimes the strongest ones need to be held." Camila closed her eyes, letting herself be held, letting herself be small and safe and claimed. Outside, the city hummed, indifferent































